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With the foe shall I grapple, and grope for the

life

The loathly with loathly.    There he shall believe
In the doom of the Lord whom death then shall

take.                                                           441

Now ween I that he, if he may wield matters,
E'en there in the war-hall the folk of the Geats
Shall eat up unafear'd, as oft he hath done it
With the might of the Hrethmen: no need for

thee therefore

My head to be hiding; for me will he have
With gore all bestain'd, if the death of men get

me;
He will bear off my bloody corpse minded to

taste it;

Unmournfully then will the Lone-goer eat it,
Will blood-mark the moor-ways; for the meat

of my body                                                450

Naught  needest  thou   henceforth  in  any wise

grieve thee.

But send thou to Hygelac, if the war have me,
The best of all war-shrouds that now my breast

wardeth,
The   goodliest   of   railings,   the  good   gift   of

Hrethel,
The hand-work of Weland.    Weird wends as she

willeth.